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Andy awakens from a pleasant doze to the vibration of footfalls on the sand approaching the lounge chair upon 
which he rests and stopping beside it. He knows those steps. He OUGHT to, he spends enough time trying to 
avoid them both on and off stage. 


"Fucker just LOVES to loom over me." He thinks bitterly. "Maybe if | pretend to be asleep he'll sod off” 
He keeps his eyes closed and his breathing even, chest rising and falling rhythmically as Gord says his name 
twice. He feels a pressure in his ribs he knows is a toe, and its a struggle to keep his features slack as he 


imagines seizing the offending foot and yanking to send the twat toppling. 


Something ice-cold drips onto the flesh of Andy's exposed midriff between the hem of his artfully tattered 


white shirt and the waistband of his speedo briefs. His eyes fly open to behold Gord, grinning merrily and 
holding two bottles of La Fin Du Monde, one of which he's holding out to Andy, tilted slightly over his reclining 


form. 


"WHAT?" Andy snaps peevishly. He's hot, and a beer WOULD go down smooth, but he's vexed at the 
interruption and would rather fight than accept anything from Gord right now. 


"the fuck do you WANT?" He continues. "Shouldn't you be drippin’ your drink on some dippy bird instead of on 


me?" 


‘| didn't spill the beer." Gord declares. "Twas merely a bit of con-den-SAY-shun.." He draws out the world 
sensually, looking down his nose at Andy's clothes, such as they are. "I took especial care to avoid any damage 


to your fine raiment, good sir." 


Andy sits up and grudgingly takes the offered bottle, downing a long, refreshing swig as Gord hunkers down 
beside the chair with knees deeply bent and arse hovering over his heels, a posture that might look awkward 


on anybody else. 
"As for birds." Gord continues, sipping his own lager. "..you may have noticed this island's dearth of them." 


"What are you talking about?" Andy asks with mock incredulity. "There's women EVERYwhere, and most of 
them are half-naked." He knows what Gord means, but he wants to hear him SAY it, and for once he's obliged 


"Not WHITE women." 


Andy pounces gleefully. "You are such a racist ass! If you don't want a black beauty you can fuck off back to 
London for one of your prissy English roses." He carries on, delighted for this opportunity to be the 
condescending one for a change. “The whole POINT of a tropical holiday is to sample exotic flavors, and you're 


still eating beans on toast in front of BBC." 


"We're not ON holiday, sluggard" Gord tells him, nonplussed. "We're supposed to be WORKING, but all you've 
been doing is eating and sleeping. YOU'RE not shagging any cocoa-buttered natives." He pokes Andy rudely in the 


stomach. "Get any fatter and even your long-suffering wife won't deign to blow you." 


The words slide off, but the physical jab infuriates Andy, although he maintains a calm façade. Why's the git 
always TOUCHING him in these queerly possessive ways? His next swig is more of a guzzle, and he sets the 
nearly-empty bottle down between them before lashing out suddenly with both open hands to shove the larger 


man from his precariously balanced squat into an ungainly sprawl upon the sand, 


Gord utters an undignified squawk as he spills his beer, and Andy bounces to his feet, fists balled, relishing this 


minute of superior vantage. 


"Don't put your fucking hands on me again!" Andy snarls, ready (maybe even hoping) for Gord to get up and 


make something of it, but Gord manages to quickly turn his tumble into a graceful sprawl while his gaze 


sweeps the beach to discern if anybody'd seen 


Satisfied nobody had, he looks up to briefly regard Andy with elegant nonchalance before casting his eyes upon 
a shapely sunbather, saying "I'd put my hands on HER." 


Andy looks for himself, and has to admit the lady's mighty prime. Clad only in a white bikini, she lies on her 
stomach atop a bright blue blanket and appears to be asleep. Her face is turned toward them, resting atop 
crossed forearms, and they both admire her sooty lashes and lush lips. Both sets of eyes travel together 
from the curve of her lower back to the sweetly rounded mounds of her buttocks, the cleft between them 
clearly visible through the taut fabric. 


| thought you didn't like dark meat." mocks Andy, enjoying looking down at Gord while he still can 

Gord's still unabahedly ogling the woman as he proclaims: "For a Nubian nectarine like that, I'm prepared to 
make an exception" When he finally tears away to look up at Andy, his expression is of smug superiority. “But | 
wouldn't dream of poaching on your territory, old man. Age before beauty, you know. Fetch us some fresh 
drinks and | promise not to steal her while you're gone." 

‘Oh, go poach yourself" Andy retorts, turning to walk away. "I'm not drinking with you." 

"Not even for a wager?" Gord's offer makes Andy delay his departure out of curiosity. He IS a gambling man, 
and Gord HAS conceived some fun games over the years. Since becoming wealthy, convoluted (often 
humiliating) forfiets have been more rewarding to risk and reap than mere money. 

Turning back around, he says "No. You cheat" 

Gord utters a "tsk" sound. "| never cheat. | merely interpret the rules creatively." 


Andy lets that slide.the ensuing quibble would be obnoxious..and tersely demands: "Whatta you got?" 


"| propose." Gord drawls, trickling sand between the fingers of the hand not propping him up ".since everything 
has a way of turning into a figurative one. literal pissing contest.” 


This gives Andy pause, but only a brief one. "Distance or volume? Who gets to judge?" 


Gord laughs arily, that snooty little ha-ha-hah he knows gets under Andy's thin skin. "Perhaps | misspoke. What 
| meant was, rather, a NOT pissing contest. Let's get SEVERAL more beers and see who can hold out the 


longest before needing the loo." 


Andy's interested, but tries not to show it, considering he might have an edge here. For a small man, he has 
large capacities. He recollects several nights of drinking involving he and Stew making fun of Gord for prancing 


to the toilets every hour like a girl. 


"Starting when?" 
"Now, if you like" Gord offers cheerfully 

"What's my prize?" 

Gord inclines his head toward the basking beauty. "How about her?" 


Andy, affronted, hisses: "You can't bet a PERSON, shitwit, especially one you don't even KNOW. What the fuck 


is wrong with you?" 


Gord flaps a dismissive hand. "Oh, don't be priggish. It's tiresome. What | propose is whoever loses has to keep 
quiet during the other's.entirely gentlemanly..attempts to gain yonder lady's.attentions." The final word comes 
out an archly savoring leer. "Then, to listen without interruption." he shakes an admonishing finger ".no quip, no 
joke, no scoff.to descriptions of exactly what, no filthy detail omitted, said attentions enlAlLed once they've 
been enjoyed. Clear enough?" He eyes Andy keenly. 


Andy's completely sold, mostly by the last part. The thought of telling a story not only about (presumably) 
hot sex but also about winning a wager that was Gord's idea in the first place with the git FORBIDDEN to butt 


in makes Andy determined to win this one. 


"Yeah, sure." he says casually. "I'm in" He mimics Gord's sternly wagging finger. "But none of your "creative" 
cheating." he insists, trying to nail the ever-eely Gord into playing fair. "That means no pissing AT ALL, not 
just." he pauses, trying to recall Gord's exact words. ".needing the loo. No sneaking off to water the 
shrubberry and absolutely no getting in the sea" [air quotes] "just for a quick dip." Here he sees Gord's grin 
waver, and Andy believes he might've guessed the trick his sly bandmate's been planning. 


Gord, who had indeed been scheming to cheat just that way, feels a stab of anxiety as well as a (purely 
psychosomatic, he's sure) one of bladder pressure, and considers the possibility that he might lose. He reminds 
himself of the facts that a) He'd recently went while Andy'd nappped on the beach and b) He'd drunk almost 
none of his beer but Andy'd downed his own. 


"Well," Gord says, maintaining an insouciant smile. "We'll just have to watch each other VERY closely, won't we?" 
"Much as you luuuuv being watched "very closely", | won't be surprised if this little wager attracts an 
audience." Andy pronounces with malevolent glee. "That'd be brilliant" His eyes flick back to the cocoa goddess. 
"Fuck the woman-" 


"Oh, | shall, thank you." Gord declares lazily. 


"-the REAL prize'll be everybody seeing you hopping to the toilet with your hands.." Andy pauses "and your 
TAIL between your legs." 


Gord regally extends his free hand upward and commands: "Help me up, then" 
Andy spits contemptuously onto the sand inches beside Gord's head, adding: "One more rule. No CONTACT." 
"you and me..?" Gord sings, arching an eyebrow to make it a question. 


"| don't give a toss who ELSE you touch" At that, Gord's gaze returns to the sunbather, but Andy's got 
murder in his voice as he threatens: "| mean it. You put ONE finger on me-" Gord idly gives him the middle 
without taking his eyes from the lady. "-and the game's OVER. Forfeit. You LOSE. DON'T fucking touch me AT 
ALL. | sure as hell won't touch YOU." 


Gord sighs theatrically. "And I'd SO been looking forward to tickling you.Very well." He agrees, rising from the 
sand, brushing stray grains from his white shorts. "But now | have one more rule." He waits for Andy to ask, 
but the guitarist merely folds his arms and taps his foot, waiting. After Andy glares at him for several 


heartbeats without speaking, Gord solemnly intones: "No more rules. And-" 
Andy interrupts venomously. "If you say: "may the best man win" | will kill you in your sleep." 


"That's the only way you COULD." Gord tells him. Resisting the urge to muss Andy's hair patrorizingly, he 
realizes that "no contact" might be more difficult for him than "no pissing". He's very accustomed to casual 
touching, so must have a care to mind his hands. 


No more words pass between them as they amble together up the beach to the strand of postage-stamp 
cafe tables marking the pub's radius of service. Gord flashes two fingers at the barman and mounts one of 


the high stools, humming "Message In A Bottle". Andy continues to stand, stretching his legs after the nap. 


When their drinks arrive, Gord reaches over with his in hand, clearly inviting Andy to clink back with his own 
‘Surely there's no harm in our BOTTLES touching. He waggles the longneck suggestively. "Just the tips. promise 
not to try anything more." 


"You gonna drink it or jerk it off?" Andy rejects Gord's mocking offer and downs half his Du Monde in three 
long gulps before banging it onto the table. 


Gord takes a deliberately dainty sip before regarding Andy coolly. "| may not be so adept at..swallowing.as you 
so OB-vee-USS-lee are, but." He sticks out the pinky of the hand holding his beer then proceeds to throw 
back his head and drink steadily until the entire bottle is empty. 


Andy finishes his beer and signals for two more before taunting: "You haven't got a CHANCE. Its not ME who 
has to piddle on every hydrant. You KNOW | can hold it longer than you." 


Beers arrive and the two take a drink in unison before Gord speaks again. "| believe you're in for a rather rude 


awakening. | don't go so often because | HAVE to. It's unhealthy for a body to hold it longer than necessary, so 


| take every opportunity." Andy makes a scoff noise, and Gord regards him sternly, continuing: "THIS, however, 
is a matter of discipline, and l'm delighted to showcase how much more of THAT | have than you do." 


"YOU, disciplined?" Andy barks incredulously. "You prob'ly never were, and you sure as fuck aren't NOW." He 
takes another deep swallow. "You just smile and smarm your way out of every consequence, flutter your 
pretty eyes, then go right on doing whatever you bloody well want." He downs his beer angrily as Gord leans 
across the table until his face is inches away from Andy's. 


Expression pure sincerity, Gord asks softly: "Do you think my eyes are pretty?" 


Andy nearly breaks his own rule to slap that mask of mock-tenderness. He retreats to the other barstool and 


climbs upon it, muttering "Poofter." 


Gord finishes his own drink and opines: "I'm sure YOU were disciplined often. That MOUTH of yours likely got 


you spanked, Didn't seem to have done much good." 


Gord considers himself highly disciplined, and is irked to feel a genuine pang of doubt at Andy's last jibe. If 
that's what his bandmate thinks, who else might accuse him of coasting on good looks and superficial charm? 
This worry makes him suddenly aware of how unused he is to drinking so much so fast, and that the heavy 
slosh in his stomach will soon reach his bladder. To distract, he stabs: "This much lager's like to make me get 
as fat as you." 


"You need to get some new material, sport." Andy yawns, thinking that if they weren't playing this damn game 
this is the point where he'd head for the loo then someplace far from Gord's bullshit.maybe bed. Since he 
can't, he has to hear Gord's retort. 


"I am the only one of us who DOES." 


The combination of weariness and need to pee makes Andy's next words harsher than usual. "Oh, drop dead! 
Me-n-Stew write just as much as you do. Sorry it's not that shitty bubblegum top-forty crap you puke up 


for the girlies to spend their allowance onl" 


Another round arrives, and Gord smiles indulgently, correcting: "Stew and AYE..on WHICH to spend their 

allowance-EZ..and | don't believe you're sorry at all" He takes a drink, motioning for Andy to follow suit, which 
he does. Back on familiar pedagogical territory, Gord thinks that if they weren't playing this damn game this is 
the point where he'd doff his hat and take his leave..then a piss. Since he can't, he has to hear Andy carrying 


on. 
"You're not God's gift to songwriting..or women.or ANYthing. More like a booby prize." 
Gord imperiously declares: "Neither God nor women have ever complained of my..gifts." He tips back a swallow, 


and Any matches it. Gord continues in the same lofty tone. "As for songwriting, YOU're the only one with any 
complaints in THAT regard" His gaze attempting to drill along with his words, he asks "Wonder why that is?" 


Andy's eyes narrow to suspicious slits as he accuses: "Oh, you do NOT. If you REALLY cared about anything | 
say, you'd fuckin’ listen the FIRST time | say it." 


Gord responds with sardonic coolness. ".and the second, and the nineteenth. You really are a tediously repetitive 
little man" Andy bristles silently, glaring over the rim of his bottle as Gord continues: "I DO listen. What | don't 
do is CARE to indulge your bitter, envious yapping." 


Gord begins to see a way out. Forbidden to tweak Andy's nose with his fingers, he can certainly do it with his 
words. The hotheaded guitarist has been known to grow increasingly furious when Gord remains collected and 
condescending, so that's what he resolves to do. He rubs the side of his own nose, remembering the surprising 
wallop those small fists can pack (like being ponykicked), but decides being punched would be preferrable to 
losing the bet. 


Andy knows Gord's trying to wind him up, and he resolves that THIS time he will keep his temper no matter 
what the fucker throws at him, since agitation will only excacerbate his growing pressure. Besides, it might 
rattle Gord's cage to see his attempts repeatedly fail. Andy's glare shifts to a foxy grin as he calmly replies: 
‘Must be so lonely." 


"so lonely." sings Gord, smiling back agreeably before taking another long drink. 


"being the only one who can understand such profound and glorious bullshit. You're sure not the only one who 


can SMELL it. We laugh at the crap you expect us to believe." 


Gord keeps his affable smile, but Andy watches his fingers tighten around the bottleneck as he smoothly 
inquires: "Who's "we" exactly? If you mean Stewart, | feel you must know that he and | have shared many a 


laugh about YOU, too." His grin widens archly. "And shall again once this game's been won" 


Andy's sure he's struck a nerve, and he means to twang it tighter. "Stew laughs at everything, and he'd think 
this game is fucking stupid no matter who wins. No, | don't mean bandmates mocking whoever's out of the 
room. | was used to THAT before you ever learned to tune a bass.." He pauses for a drink ".not that you 
HAVE. but it's just so cute how you don't realize what a pompous joke you are to everybody but your bimbo 
fans." 


Gord makes a reproving tutting noise, giving Andy a look of mock-sorrowful reproach. "That's a most unkind 
way to speak of our fans..they whose adoration and, as you so recently remarked, ALLOWANCES have put us 
here on this island paradise." He signals for a fresh round, adding: "Small wonder they like me better." 


"Oh, now they're OUR fans? Most of them don't even know YOUR real name." Andy snaps, hating himself for 
this obvious inability to to keep his cool and vehemently despising that Gord seems so unruffled. Damn the 
twat, and damn his screwy games."You're a big ENOUGH ego, you sure don't need an alter-one, but if AYE 


wanted a stage name | wouldn't have been dumb enough to pick one SO easy to make fun of." He sings: "Sting, 


stank, STUNK!" 


Gord inadvertantly laughs (making him realize how very badly he needs to go by this point), but believes he 
manages to make it sound derisive rather than the genuine amusement it was. Andy's tweak being actually 


funny..and the kind of catchy thing that could become a THING.determines him to squash it. 


"That cartoon drivel's the BEST you could do?" Gord stands up, swinging his arms and bouncing lightly on the 
balls of his feet, trying to appear casually scornful. Quickly realizing that it could actually look like the peepee 
dance it is to somebody who knew what they were playing, he sits back down with a sneer creeping into his 

mask of congeniality. "Such eloquence and erudition. I'm sure | don't know why YOUR songs aren't whistled by 


window-washers and requested on radio shows." 


Andy vaults from his own stool and jabs a furious finger very close to Gord's face, snarling: "You wouldn't 
know if they WERE, because you don't pay any bloody ATTENTION to them." His need to pee is temporarily 
eclipsed by rage. "Maybe if you didn't half-ass the actual PLAYING on any song YOU didn’t write, nobody'd think 


YOU were such a great composer!" 


Gord notes Andy's proximity while mostly ignoring the words, wondering if he were to lean in a few inches onto 
that accusing finger could he get away with claiming it had been Andy who'd touched HM, therefore forfieting 
the contest. Considering it, he really SEES the scope of the guitarists fury, perhaps for the first time, and 
understands if he were to try such a cheap trick the little man might very well kill him. Instead of leaning in, 


he leans back. 


Since he hadn't truly heard the last sentences Andy'd snapped (something about not paying attention, he thinks, 
completely disregarding the irony), he decides to address the TONE. Steepling his fingers under his chin, he 


loads his voice with sarcastic patrorization and asks: "Where's all this hostility coming from?" 


"| don't fucking BELIEVE you. " Andy declares, staring into Gord's smug smile. He contemplates whether itd be 
worth losing the bet just to watch how quickly that irritating expression would change if he were to whip out 
his cock and start pissing all over Gord's bare legs and feet. This thought puts a smile on his own face, but he 
decides against it.for now..and returns to his barstool to take another swig, asking: "You weren't even listening, 


were you?" 


Gord eyes Andy more than a little apprehensively. That smile came on so suddenly out of such rage Gord just 
KNOWS it bodes something evil.what could Andy be planning? Gord shifts on his perch, uncomfortable in body 
and mind. He tries to recall EVER needing a piss as badly as he does now, and the mental excercise of 

remembering sensations during long exams and bus rides, then comparing them to his current state, provides 


soome perspective.if not distraction 


Andy's mood has improved drastically, and now that he knows JUST what he'll do should the desperation 
become extreme, he doesn't seem to need to go as badly as a moment ago. "He better HOPE he loses and runs 
for the loo.or wets those white shorts." Andy thinks, snickering aloud at the image (and to mess with Gord's 
mind.let him wonder what's so funny) ".'cause when | can't take it anymore, he's gettin’ ALL of it. Then I'll lure 
the lady while he's washin' my piss off his legs." [His conscience mutters "cheating"] "Nah, he can have her if 


he can get it up after | hose him down Tell THAT story, bitch." 


Andy's voice is almost jolly. "Its okay. | KNOW you weren't listening. To busy squirrrrmin’. Gettin’ pretty bad, 
pretty boy? Startin to STING?" 


Gord mislikes Andy's new attitude. What fresh hell is THIS? Well, this time he WAS listening, so to show it he 


pounces on a word, determined to raise Andy's hackles back up. 


"This is the second time today you've called me "pretty". Jealous of my looks, hmmm?" Gord strikes a 
dramatic pose before leaning in (hastily restraining himself from laying an arm across Ana's shoulders) with a 


stagey leer. "Or is something ELSE going on?" 


"Get over yourself” Andy deadpans, draining another Du Monde and waving for two more. "Everybody knows 
Stew's the good-looking one." 


Gord's ready quip ("You call ME poof?") dies on his leering lips as he spies a sillouette down the beach moving 
toward them with distintive rangy lope. "Speak of the drummer." He announces, biting back the urge to tell 
Andy they should keep their game secret from Stewart, knowing if he does it'll incline Andy to share just to be 
contrarily disobedient. 


"Is that Stew?" Andy turns around to follow Gord's gaze, biting back the urge to tell Gord to leave Stew out of 
this stupid thing.he'd only egg it on, and Andy isn't feelin’ game enough.knowing if he does Gord'll turn the 


whole contest into a goddamn circus just to be a retarded ringmaster. 


There he was, just a-walkin' down the beach, singin’ "Doo Wah Diddy", poppin’ his fingers and shufflin’ his feet, 
when Stew spies two blond heads at the bar. He meanders toward them, thinking he could go for a drink 
himself, when his eyes are drawn to a knockout lady wearing a white bikini slowly rolling over on her blanket. 
As the veiw shifts from arse and calves to tits and hips, she catches Stew looking and offers a lazy smile 


before closing her eyes. 


He smiles back, unsure if she saw, and considers introducing himself, but the nearness of G-n-A throws a 
major cockblock on the road to T-n-A. If he were to sit down next to her on that blanket, no doubt the fellows 
would drag their dog-and-pony show over. Best to check the bandwidth ("Police scanner") before playtime. 


Stew's an old hand at "reading the room’, and as he approaches the tension is immediately evident not only in 
Gord's oddly hunched perch and Andy's jouncing knee (like he's playin’ an invisible hi-hat) but also in their 
strangely similar expressions. Neither seems especially happy to see him, which is unnerving because he's 
usually not the recipient of that look. He knows what it means, though. They're up to something they don't 


want him to know about. Well, he's here now.. 


Neither greets him as he raps a staccato riff on the tabletop with his hands, wishing he'd some sticks..be 
cleaner and could get some gorgeous tinktinks off all those empty bottles. 


"Damn, guys, you must've been POUNDIN: these." Stew elbows Gord in the ribs. "Ruin your girlish figure. Jump 
a lotta rope to burn it off?" Andy guffaws, which turns into a belch as Gord grips Stew's hand in both of his, 
pumping in a too-hearty handshake which comes off somewhat desperate, like a man starved for human 


contact. 
"What the FUCK is going on here?" Stew asks, disentangling his fingers from Gord's with some difficulty. 


"Why so paranoid, dear fellow? Can't two mates enjoy a few lagers together without it being some sort of a 
conspiracy?" Gord breezes in that oily tone Stew's come to realize means he's lying..and maybe a little drunk. 


Stew's gaze flicks to Andy, who's usually the first to call Gord on his bullshit, but Andy says nothing. 


"| guess." Stew opines cautiously, taking in their forced smiles and nervy postures.".only it doesn't seem like 


you're enjoying it very much." 


When two more beers are delivered, the waiter clears away a trayload of dead soldiers with a janglng, 
discordant clatter that again makes Stew feel naked without sticks in hand to turn noise into backbeat. Gord 
takes one bottle and Andy reaches for the other, but Stew is quicker, snatching it up himself. He takes a drink, 
then grimaces in disgust, peering at the label. 


"What ARE you drinking? FRENCH beer? Who picked this shit?" He watches Gord, noting that once he'd taken 
the beer meant for Andy Gord had set down his own with what appeared to be relief he didn't have to drink it. 


This is weird.. 
"Is Canadian" Andy informs him. 
Gord speaks at the same time. "| did. | just like saying the name." 


Stew translates: "The End Of The World, huh? It must BE if you two are sitting around." (all those empties, 
combined with the furtive, closed body language and rigid masks of nonchalance, as if they're trying to avoid 
being caught at something naughty gives Stew an idea what might be going on) "having a drinking contest. 


Who's winning?" 
"ME!" they proclaim in perfect unison, which tells Stew that ISN'T what's happening at all. 


"Ah, fuck." he sighs. "That was the BEST thing it could've been So, what is it really, and don't jerk me around. 
You're acting guilty and twitchy, like you're hoping nobody finds a corpse or something." 


The words leave his mouth a joke, but with sudden horror he recalls that the only thing upon which G-n-A've 
seemed in agreement lately is that Jools has been cruisin for a bruisin’. They'd begun referring to him only as 
"that tosser", and had shared a joke (or a plot?) last night about tying a cinderblock to his ankles before rolling 
him into the pool beside which he'd slept. 


Stew's next "FUCK!" is an urgent whisper, after which he hisses: "You beat that tosser's brains out, didn't 


you?" 
Andy snorts: "WHAT brains?" 


Gord's face is the very picture of an unrepentant killer as he intently regards Stew, asking with icy, lowered 


voice: "And what if we DID? What would you do about it?" 


Stew feels a genuine frission of fear as he searches Gord's steely scrutiny for signs of jest but sees none. He 
carefully considers how to respond, expression neutral while his mind races. Their villad shown no more 
evidence of struggle than the usual mess from the three of them living and (sort of) working together, so 
whatever'd occured hadn't happened THERE. He takes another drink to stall for time, feeling both sets of eyes 


on him. 


Wondering if his father's CIA connections might be of any help, he answers slowly and quietly. "We won't get 
away with it. His people and ours'll both say they saw motive." he runs anxious fingers through his hair, adding: 


“Better drink up while we can, ‘cause we're goin’ to prison" 

Andy erupts in peals of hysterical-sounding laughter, and Stew's first thought is that the tightly-wound little 
guitarist has finally snapped, but when Gord's murderous mask slips and he, too, begins laughing, Stew 
understands they'd been screwin’ around after all. 

"You CUNT!" Andy gasps at Gord between fits of giggling. "He BELIEVED you!" 


Gord's also laughing almost too hard to speak, and Stew notes they're both clutching themselves with hands 
over the lower belly, as if their hilarity is physically painful. 


"Cunt yourSELFl" Gord crows. "I could've KEPT him believing me if you hadn't cracked." 


Stew's too relieved (not to mention gratified to see the oft-fueding A-n-G sharing drinks and jokes, albeit at 
his expense) to be angry. He tells Gord sincerely: "That was brilliant. You really are a good actor." 


“Acting like a creep." Andy's still giggling "no, that's his real personality.’ 

"Seriously," Stew says To Andy "You, too, man. That jittery, tense thing you were doing had me goin’ from the 
moment | walked up. You guys almost scared the piss outta me." He finishes his beer with another yuckface. 
"Literally. I'm gonna go take a leak and get something to drink that tastes better." 

As he turns to do just that, Stew spies a bitter, strained expression pass between G-n-A, a real flash of the 
old |-hate-you, revealing that, although the murder might have been a joke, the tension is no act. "And when | 


get back | want some god damn answers about what you're REALLY doing here." 


Soon as Stew's out of sight, Gord looks at Andy to solemnly utter a single word. 


"Literally." He is hoping to make Andy laugh again, but the little man's humour has departed with his drummer. 


Andy snaps: "Why don't you go on with him? There's no WAY we can keep up this stupid game if he's gonna 
hang around playin’ Twenty Fuckin’ Questions. You haven't even touched that lager, anyway." 


Gord smiles. "Because Stew drank yours. | think you're telling ME to go on because you don't want me to know 


that gigglefit did you in Stand up." he demands accusingly. "| bet your seats wet." 


"You wish." sneers Andy, hopping up from his stool (with a wince, as the pressure of bending stabs sharply). 
He turns around slowly, arms raised. "Enjoying your look at my bum?" He gives it a saucy waggle. "Wanna FEEL 


it, too, ya Juicy Fruit?" 


Gord hadn't truly thought Andy'd wet himself, he'd just wanted to see if the smaller man could get up off the 
stool. He was starting to doubt if HE could without it becoming a desperate dash towards the surf. 


"Everybody knows Stew has the best bum." Gord says, quirk of lip spoiling attempt to deadpan. He lowers his 
voice conspiritorially. "I'm willing to concede that I'd rather not have Stewart in on our wager." he begins, 
secure enough in saying so now that Andy'd practically admitted the same with his "twenty questions" remark. 
"but lIl not concede the wager itself. We're still playing." he pauses ".unless YOU wish to forfiet?" 


Gord eyes Andy, whose only reply is to flip him off. 


"All right, then" Gord sighs, as if its Andy who's the stubborn one for refusing to concede. "So, you agree 
we've got to get rid of Stewart?" 


Andy doesn't care for the sound of that, but he does know neither of them would EVER live it down if Stew 
figures out this ridiculous (and, now that he thinks about it, kind of perverted) Thing they're doing. "Surely not 
like we got rid of that tosser?" he quips, trying to make Gord laugh again. He succeeds. 


Sudden burst of mirth is torture, but trying to stifle it only increases the pressure, so Gord deliberately 
turns his chortles into a villanous cackle,rubbing his hands (and squeezing his legs) together as he gloats: "My 
GOD, that was rich! We SO had him going." 

"Yeahyeah." says Andy "He's going right now ("lucky bastard’, he thinks). How do we get him to go AWAY?" 
"Well." Gord muses. "He does tend to hightail it when we fight. Just pretend you'd like to hit me." 

‘lm not the actor YOU are." Andy declares, in another perfect deadpan. "but | don't think that'll be too much 
of a stretch." he considers, then quibbles: "That might not work. He only bails when we ASK him to take sides. 


Some fights he goes all peanut gallery.” 


"PEE-nutz!" Gord sings gleefully. 


As Andy remounts his tall stool (with discomfort) he ses Stew's shaggy head looming from the bar's shadowed 
interior and stage-whispers: "He's coming back" 


Gord turns to observe Stew stop and address the bartender. "We've got a minute. He's having something." he 
stretches the word suggestively ".blennnnded" 


Andy threatens; "If you sing that fucking "Pina Colada Song" | will spill one in your guitar." 


Gord haughtily declares: "Perish the thought", then deliberately mimicks the disgusted yuckface Stew'd made 
over the La Fin Du Monde. "And the drink, too." 


"What's he getting?" Andy cranes to see, but Stew's broad back blocks the veiw. 


Gord says "| saw tequila. That'd be margaritas, then" He sighs with a resigned grin. "He'll expect us to drink 


some, too." 
Andy's voice and expression are both strained as he hisses: "We've GOT to get him to leave. What do we do?" 


Gord fancies he can hear a note of pleading in there, which he likes very well indeed He has no clear plan, but 


is so chuffed to be asked that he needs Andy to believe he does. 
"Just follow my lead..as usual." 


Stew waves off the waiter approaching with a tray and takes the pitcher himself, other hand deftly threading 
fingers around the stems of three empty margarita glasses, turning to behold his mates backlit by the glare. 
He heads back towards the table, dwelling upon their bizarre tension and a potential cause more grim than a 


killing.. 


Andy watches Gord for his "lead" but sees only stiffened posture (so he sits up a little taller, too) and overly 
toothy ain't-this-FUN smile more manic than merry (so he assumes a similar shiteating grin, wondering what 


in hell Gord's playing at). 


Stew sets down the pitcher, announcing with a somewhat strained smile of his own: "I know what's going on 


here." Contining to hold the glasses, he sounds wounded as he asks: "When were you gonna tell me?" 


Andy almost laughs, wondering how THAT conversation would go, but manages to keep his grin plastered as 


Gord recognizes the lifeline of Stew's question and tries to conceal how eagerly he's pouncing to seize it. 
Taking all three glasses smoothly away from Stew, Gord replies: "When | knew for sure, which | don't..yet 
Stew's smile slips away, long face growing solemn as he looks to Andy for confirmation and finds it in the utter 


absence of argument or offense to hear Gord describe it as HIS decision. All the nasty name-calling must've 


happened before he'd arrived 


"So." Stew says flatly. "It doesn't matter what | say?" 


"More than you know.." Gord drawls, placing a glass in front of each of them with studied, deliberate care 
before picking up the pitcher to pour first for Stew, then himself. He decides to screw with Andy, raising the 
pitcher high above the empty glass and trickling a very thin stream to generate a splashing burble. The wet, 
tinkling noise affects him, too, compounding his internal pressure, but, since he's the one MAKING it, he's sure 


its far more torturous for Andy. 


Andy grits his teeth, watching his glass fill with maddening slowness and that EXCRUCIATINGLY evocative 


sound, but says nothing as Gord continues speaking to Stew. 


"in fact, what you just said may very well have convinced me to fight another day." Gord puts down the 


pitcher, eying Andy. 


Andy can tell Gord wants something from him, but (other than a reaction to that dirty trick, which Andy will 
NOT give him), he's at a loss for what it might be. 


Stew's equally confused, and has no compunctions about saying so. "What the fuck are you talking about?" he 
asks sharply, picking up his drink and slurping noisily. "I didn't say anything about breaking up, but | dont want 
to.if that matters. Quit playing games." 


At that, Andy barks: "YEAH!" 


Gord's on top of the situation now, and this confidence lessens his discomfort somewhat. He sips his margarita 
delicately, ignoring Andy's outburst to tell Stew: "You spoke so selflessly when you'd honestly believed we'd 
murdered Jools. You said "we" although you'd taken no part. You even seemed willing to go to prison rather 
than be parted from or testify against us. Such a touching display of love and loyalty. How could we call it 
quits after THAT?" 


Andy restrains himself from slapping his own forehead and groaning. He really hadn't grasped what they'd been 
on about until Stew'd uttered the words "breaking up", and he decides in that moment that Gord is both 


manipulative twat and absolute genius, truly embodying the term "bullshit artist". 


Stew has a niggling suspicion he's still being messed with, but can't decide how..and is sort of afraid to ask. He's 
been through a lot of stressful shit with these two, and has NEVER seen anything quite as, frankly, pretty 
fucked up as this is right here. Are they lying about breaking up or about deciding NOT to? All he's sure of is 
that they both want rid of him, and the furtive complicity is even more disconcerting than their obvious 


tension. 


Draining the slushy dregs of his glass and pouring another for himself. Stew watches them both closely as he 
speaks, managing to sound more lighthearted than he feels. "Well, at least we've got the album in the can" He 
drinks again before suggesting: "And LOADS more time here. Maybe we could start another." 


Agian they answer in unison, but this time with opposing words. 
"Fuck THAT honky shit!" Andy growls. 
"Why?" Asks Gord. "Have you got something new?" 


Those answers are true-to-form, but what happens next is right back to Weirdsville. Stew watches them 
exchange a distressed look then speak simultaneously AGAIN, each switching his position to agree with the 
other's previously stated one. 


"| guess we could TRY." Andy begins. 
Gord declares: ".not that | really WANT to." 


G-n-A share a tense, nervous-sounding laugh, then both fall silent. Stew's so confused. Nobody speaks for 
several beats, and Andy's knee starts to jitter again, foot bouncing on the stool's rung as he nibbles a 
fingernail. Gord rises his glass to his lips but Stew notes he doesn't actually drink, just fidgets slightly and 
sighs before putting it back down. 


"This is fucked up." Stew thinks. "fucked up..fucked up..THAT'S IT!" Understanding suddenly dawns, and Stew 
bursts into gloriously relieved laughter, ecstatic to finally dig that this shitshow is nothing to do with HM 
after all, 


"They've taken something." Stew decides, still laughing at the confusion on THEIR faces for a change. He doesn't 
know what it might be (and finds he doesn't really care), but he does know some drugs'll make individuals who 


ingest them together have screwy shared experiences and be nervous around others not on the same trip. 


Well, they can KEEP it.. 


"Okay" Stew snickers "Whatever you're on, it doesn't look like fun" He nods at Andy's untouched glass. "You 
gonna drink that?" 


"No." Andy replies, sliding it across with a be-my-guest gesture. 


"YES." Gord insists, pushing it back with the hand not holding his own, and Stew marvels to see Andy obey, 
picking it up to sip. This must be SOME trip.but he doesn't need this shit (OR whatever shit they're on, 
either). 


"All right, you crazy kids." he declares, somewhat brusquely "square Uncle Stew's done askin’ nosy questions. 
You're on your own" He throws back his head to gulp the remainder in his glass before plonking it down on the 
tabletop, tossing a last quip over his shoulder as he turns away. "I would say: “don't do anything | wouldn't do’, 
but it looks like you already have. See you later." 


As the two Englishman watch the American depart, Gord is quite pleased with himself. "That went splendidly... 
he boasts ".even if you DID flub your lines.” 


Andy knows he did (but won't dignify Gord's critique), and had very nearly blown off the whole game. Stew's 
expression had been so hurt Andy'd almost told Gord "You win" Only prideful reluctance to concede had kept 
him sitting here, and now that Stew's gone he wishes he'd taken the chance. 


"Well, good job, dickhead." Andy tells Gord glumly. "Now he hates us." 


Gord knows he could win an argument to the contrary (‘If he DID, he'd be GLAD we were talking divorce."), but 
he'd rather probe Andy for weakness. 


"He'll get over it" Gord proclaims. "Likely MUCH faster than YOU'll get over the humiliation of ANOTHER defeat 


due to my superior discipline and intelligence." 
Andy snarls: "| hardly think "intelligence" has jack shit to do with how long somebody can play this stupid game." 


Gord sneers: "I KNOW you hardly think, but consider this: AYE thought of the game in the first place, which 
means | was less..enCUMbered to begin with. You've likely got at least a litre more, old man. Isn't it weighing 
rather heavily by now?" He doesn't expect an answer, but certainly prays he's right, because his own pressure 


IS agony. 


Gord's contemplation of this self-inflicted pain induces him to consider the mindset of masochists, and he 
suddenly worries Andy might BE one. He's often accused the little guitarist of being a glutton for punishment 
as well as for calories, and he begins to imagine Andy could be getting off on this torture. 


Andy's contemplation that this whole Thing HAD been Gord's idea all along makes him suddenly worry its some 
perversion on which Gord could be getting off. He HAS considered that Gord likely did empty out before waking 
him up to offer the wager, but he'd thought it wouldn't matter. It does now..he's really suffering, which is 

doubtless what the bastard WANTS. He dredges his well of spite, trying for a guilt-trip (although he suspects 


Gord's too shameless to care). 


If you HAD a conscience, it'd be ".weighing rather heavily." over that mean trick you just pulled on Stew. 
You'll lie right in ANYbody's face to get your way, won't you?" 


Gord knows he could usually keep his cool (and tease Andy about losing his) under such unfair accusations, but 
the pain and strain cause him to fire back: "It wasn't a lie, We WILL be breaking up, likely soon, and when we do 
itll be Stewart | tell first. You think | need your lazy, bitter envy dragging me down forever? You ASKED me 
what to do, | solved it for you, and then you whine about my methods? Stew might actually BE something 
without me. YOU won't." 


Gord's response to attacks on his charachter (not that Andy hears anybody ELSE make them) is usually 
breezy quibble. This uncharacteristically furious barrage might have hurt On Any Other Day, but now Andy 


sees it as weakness and he smirks at Gord's anger. 
"You know what I'd be without you? HAPPY!" 


Gord is so stunned he inadvertantly gapes for a second before managing to compose his features into a 
mocking smile, although no mocking words come to mind. This pressure must be affecting his perspicacity..it's 
certainly doing a number on his temper (he hopes it's not damaging his kidneys). Maddening as it is that Andy's 
showing no physical pain, its worse that he was able to resist biting the bait of Gord's attack on his pride. 
Normally even a HINT that Andy's contributions to their music fail to match his own is enough to set the old 


man frothing and snapping like a rabid terrier. 


Neither has taken a drink since Stew's departure, and just LOOKING at his dewy glass of melting slush is 
enough to make Andy feel he probably can't. This game had started out so frivolously..he'd been so 
confident.but has become something dire and vicious. Close as he'd come to walking away with Stew and making 
a joke of the whole Thing, he can't drop out NOW. He's sure Gord won't last much longer..HOW is he enduring 
this?.but he knows he can't, either. 


"What made you think of THIS game, anyway?" Andy wants to know, drumming his fingertips on the tabletop, 
making ripples in both his glass and the remains of the pitcher. 


Gord has no intention of telling the truth; that it had been meant to be more of a prank than a proper wager 
(since he HAD intended to cheat.damn the little man and his little conditions), so he stalls. 


"I'm touched to see you finally taking an interest in my creative process." That arythmic tapping is driving him 
mad, and it's all he can do not to cover Andy's hand with his own as he snaps: "STOP that!" 


Gord immediately regrets that outburst, for Andy lights up with impish glee and begins drumming with both 
hands, hard enough to jounce the spindly table. The vibration and activity excacerbates Andy's swollen distress, 
but seeing how much it bothers Gord enables him to keep it up. 


"Yeah, | really wanna know. Why THIS? Seems kind of." (he scans adjectives for what might best oppose or 
offend.."immature"?.."perverted'?.he knows he's already said "stupid') "disgusting for a fancy boy like you." 


Andy immediately regrets that word choice, for Gord lights up with snooty superiority, lecturing: "The time to 
say you found it "disgusting" was BEFORE agreeing to play. You're only saying so NOW because you're afraid to 


lose." 
Andy stops drumming and glares..damn the pretty boy and his pretty vocabulary. 
Gord's mind-over-matter tricks are wearing thin.HOW do fakirs not bleed on beds of nails? His subtle shifting 


to redistribute the tension and his intense concetration are only serving to convince him he's STUCK on this 


barstool. If he were to rise, he'd HAVE to urinate soon after. 


Andy's beginning to believe Gord HAS to be cheating somehow. Daiper? No, those shorts're too brief. Is he 
crazy (or perverted) enough to have done something with a catheter just to win a wager? Is there really 
something to all that "discipline" BS? 


Gord's beginning to believe this could lead to serious injury. Hospitalization for a ruptured bladder would be 
more humiliating than losing a bet to Andy.wouldn't it? He scans the beach for a fresh sight of the (HIS) 
shapely lady, then utters a dismayed "Oh, damn!" upon oberving her blanket unoccupied. 


His tone makes Andy jeer: "Aww, did you wet your pants?" 
"| did NOT." says Gord through gritted teeth. "But YOU will. We took our eyes off the prize. She's gore." 


Andy, who believes he's never been less horny in his life, no longer gives a fuck about a potential fuck, but 


says flippantly: "Ah, she'll be back. Prob'ly went for a tinkle." 


Gord tries to supress a groan at that, but a strangled, miserable noise escapes. He MUST put an end to this, 
but his sharpest barbs are failing to find flesh. How do common men incite violence so easily? He considers 


bringing up Andy's mother, but dismisses that as 100 juvenile. His wife, though.. 


"When next I." Gord pauses to load his next words with insinuation ".spend some time with Kate, | shall delight 
in telling her how eager you were to win some random.prettier.lady's attention that you would engage in such 


a "disgusting" contest" He eyes Andy keenly, adding: "Think she'll be amused?" 


Andy knows that's just the sort of thing Gord would do, and the threat hits home in every way intended 
although he struggles not to show it. Kate wouldn't ".spend some time." with Gord would she? HAS she? 


Certainly not, but its nearly impossible to feign insousiance as he delivers his retort. 


"This is the second time today you've mentioned my wife. Jealous mine's hotter than yours, hmmm? Well, | 
LISTEN when women talk, unlke you, and I've heard Trudie complain how selfish and boring you are in the sack, 


and how she only stays with you for the money.” He smiles nastily. "She also says your dick's Tiny.” 


Gord is sure Andy's pulling this out of his arse. Tru wouldn't say such vile things, would she? HAS she? 
".selfish.."? "“boring."? Certainly not, but now he's furious and even more determined that this lowdown, cheap, 


little punk will NOT be permitted to beat him at his own game. 


Gord wants to affect a hearty laugh just to show how very ridiculous he finds Andy's claim, but fears that 
might force a leak, so he settles for a derisive snort: "That's the whole source of your snappish, yappy 
temperament, isn't it? The worry..the SURETY.that every man has a bigger penis than you?" 


Andy's about to respond with something along the lines of his SURETY that Gord spends more time thinking 
about penis than HE ever has, but behind Gord's back he spies the gorgeous sunbather ambling towards them 


arm-in-arm with a broadly beaming Stew, and all he can utter is an anguished, incredulous moan. 


The palpably obvious dismay and disbelief in Andy's inarticulate noise brings a gloating grin to Gord's face as he 
directs his gaze to the sand beneath Andy's barstool, certain he'll see a puddle forming. When he doesn't, he 
looks back up to note that Andy's staring at something behind him, muttering: "Really?" 


Stew hadn't had to say much more than: "Hello, beautiful" before the lady had invited him back to her place 
for dinner, and he's entertaining a fantasy that she doesn't know who he is at all, attracted to his exotic looks 
and foriegn accent rather than his wealth and fame. He'd accepted her enticing offer, saying "Lead the way.", 


and is a bit irked said way must pass by his bandmates, whom he notices have not moved since he last saw 


them. Oh, well.. 


Stew hopes she's not leading him towards A-n-G out of some desire for a gangbang. He wouldn't be down (up?) 
for that on a GOOD day, and it's evident those two are having a pretty bad one. When he'd first seen them, 
they'd seemed to want him gone, and now they are both glaring as if they want him DEAD. 


She's leading him back to where she'd lazed on the beach, intending to retrieve her blanket before adjourning 
with him to her nearby cottage, but she feels his arm around her tense up as they approach the other two 
white boys at the pub, and she supposes he WILL want to talk to his mates, although she doesn't. She is aware 
some rock-n-roll band has been up to that studio lately and has deduced these lads must be them, although 
she's not terribly impressed. She likes the looks of the tall one, though, and is curious to learn if his loose, 
amiable manner translates to easy, friendly lovemaking (perhaps if HE turns out to be any good she'll listen to 
see if his music is), but she has no wish to be party to their shoptalk and posturing. 


As they draw nearer, she notes that his partners seem outright hostile and somehow..off. Studying their 
features, she decides that they both might be as handsome as the one she'd selected if they weren't wearing 
such maniacal, perverted expressions. She smiles at them, but her skin crawls at the worry HER boy intends 


to show her off (or.horrors..pass her around) like a party favor, as she'd heard rock-n-rollers are wont to do. 


Best to nip THAT in the bud She gives her tall boy a squeeze (he'd said his name, but she'd been too busy 
ogling his toned haunches and long fingers to pay attention.Stan?.Steve?) and plants a soft kiss on the salty 
flesh of his neck before removing herself from his arm. 


"Don't be long." She gently admonishes. "I'm getting.hungry.” She turns her back on his creepy friends and 
heads for her blanket, swaying her ass in hopes of enticing him to hurry after. 


All three men watch her sashay away, and when Stew finally tears his gaze from bounce and ripple of 
graceful progress he turns to behold Gord regarding him with such naked hatred that he's very glad indeed to 
have someplace better to be tonight. It's decidedly in his best interests to make himself scarce until whatever 


bad trip A-n-G seem to be suffering together has worn the fuck off. He hopes they don't kill each other (or 
that tosser), but not enough to stick around. 


"You heard the lady." Stew grins. "She's gonna cook me dinner..maybe breakfast, too. Don't wait up." Taking in 
their wired, manic appearance, he adds with uncharacteristic bite: "Or stay up all night doing.whatever THIS is. | 


don't really give a shit. Later." He turns to leave, flipping a wrist in casual farewell. 


| hope she cooks him FOR dinner." Gord growls bitterly. He almost calls the contest a draw, since the dish just 
ran away with the drumstick, but decides to wait and see if Andy will bow out first. He might salvage some 


amusement from winning, even if there's no longer any prize but pride. 


Andy is still watching as Stew catches up to his new friend and helps her shake sand from the blanket before 
rolling it up under one arm and slipping the other around her shapely waist as natuarally as if he hadn't just 
met her an hour ago. He continues to observe them, sickeningly resembling a honeymoon couple, until 
something strange starts happening to his vision, crimson haze bleeding in from the periphery. Is this what's 
meant by "seeing red" (in his current state, he's surprised it's not yellow) or by "too mad to see straight"? 
Either way, his blinding rage is not at Stew or the lovely lady but at Gord, who he's never hated more than he 


does right now. He's done playing, and that cunt's about to get what he so richly deserves for once. 


Andy knows this may well end in blood.faces the fact that Gord is bigger, stronger and probably smarter, but 
(damn it!) he's ready to risk getting knocked out and/or ranked to the dogs for this literally golden opprtunity 
that will never come again. He hops off the stool and pulls down the front of his speedo in one smooth motion. 
As soon as his feet hit the sand, he's letting go, and he has to hold himself to guide the stream onto Gord's 


bare legs. 


Gord at first thinks Andy's jumped up to flee, but when the smaller man bounces directly in front of him he's 
confronted with an expression of such malevolence, more vicious than ones he's earned from standing too close 
on stage, and he's sure Andy means to punch him. Refexively drawing back, he's still watching Andy's face as 

the hissing sound reaches his ears at the same time he feels hot wetness splashing onto his knees and running 


down his shins. 


Gord's shock renders him wordless and immobile, but his mind rages at Andy's sheer AUDACITY. Oh, he's going 
to PAY for this. Oh..ohhhh. He shudders with a wracking wave of ecstatic release as his own relief overtakes 
him, unbidden and uncontrollable (like Andy). Unable to tear his eyes from those of his nasty little guitarist (he 
won't look down, he WON'T) Gord helplessly utters a gutteral, growling moan as he begins to soak his shorts. 


Andy's own relief is a pleasure, but the helpless look in Gord's eyes and the spreading stain on those formerly 
pristine white shorts provide something else, something new and exquisite. For once HE's in total control..fully 
dominating..the great and terrible bane of (and boon to) his existance reduced to a pants-wetting little boy. He 
wants to jeer as he continues to spray Gord's legs, but utters only a sigh, eyes flicking between Gord's face 


and crotch. 


Gord feels Andy's urine dripping from his bare feet, and knows his own is reaching the sand now, too, ruming 
in rivulets down the legs of his barstool, and he doesn't even try to stop it. There's still anger, yes, and 
humiliation, too, but another feeling eclipses them.a disturbing sense of intimacy, as if Andy's somehow 


FUCKING him. 


Andy's expression is not mocking (it would be easier for Gord to bear..and understand.if it were), but blissful 


and strangely tender. Gord wants to look away or close his eyes, but finds he can do neither when he tries. 


Andy's regret as his flow finally slackens to a trickle is not for HOW this maddening game ended but for the 
fact that is HAS to, and the sense of shame creeping in is not for his actions but for how much he 
uncomfortably realizes he's ENJOYING them (as well as a sudden worry this might've been Gord's master plan 
all along.some sort of perverted seduction to entice Andy into satisfying a kinky fantasy by pushing all the 
properly provoking buttons). His next glance down reveals that those ridiculously skimpy shorts have turned 
obscenely transparent, giving him a clear veiw of Gord's still-spurting prick, and the immediate surety as he 
looks back up into Gord's tormented eyes that he does NOT want to see that is as much of a relief as it had 
been to finally let loose. Whatever weird excitement he's feeling at least isn't latent homosexual attraction. it's 


just the POWER, that's all. 


Andy searches Gord's face for signs of triumph (he HAD technically lost the bet, after all) but sees only 
misery and confusion, two expressions oddly out of place on the singer's usually haughty features, and he 
begins to smile as he shakes off a last few drops and tucks himself back into his swimsuit. 


Gord's own flood at last ebbing, he notes the unmistakeable shaking-off jiggle of Andy's shoulders and (after a 
few beats to make sure the drops have stopped) he chances a look downward, then another towards the bar. 
Grateful he managed to endure this without also having to look at Andy's cock, he's nonetheless dismayed to 
see their waiter staring in astonishment at the sand soaked darkly in a huge (and still spreading) rough circle 
surrounding the two Englishmen. 


Andy follows Gord's gaze and bursts into sudden laughter, startling the poor servingman into a hasty retreat. 
THAT guy might tell this story (‘Crazy white boys!"), but the mortification and utter defeat Andy sees on 
Gord's face is enough to assure neither of THEM ever will. He steps lightly out of the wet patch, still laughing 
slightly as he turns and walks away singing. 


"I'd come on over, but | haven't got a RAIN COAT" 


